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Ursula

Close under the gates men are fighting

On foot where the raven is reared !
'Neath that sword-stroke, through helm and skull
smiting,

Jarl Osric falls, cloven to the beard !
And Hugo, the hilt firmly grasping,

His heel on the throat of his foe,
Wrenches back.   I can hear the dull rasping.

The steel through the bone grating low !
And the raven rocks !   Thurston has landed

Two strokes, well directed and hard,
On the standard pole, wielding, two-handed,

A blade crimsoned up to the guard.
Like the mast cut in two by the lightning,

The black banner topples and falls !
Bewildering! back-scattering ! afcghtening !

It clears a wide space next the walls.

A Nun (to Agatha)
Pray, sister J

Agatha

Does the sinner unshriven,
With naught beyond this life to gain,
Pray for mercy on earth or in heaven ?
Look again, Lady Abbess I   Look again J

Ursula

The gates are flung open, and straightway,

By Ambrose and Cyril led on,
Our own men rush out through the gateway;

One charge, and the entrance is won !
No I our foes block the gate and endeavour

To force their way in !   Oath and yell,
Shout and war-cry wax wilder than ever!

Those children of Odin fight well;